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Hungering for the air's breathingandbeing spaces.

But covertly resigned to their night.
I am acquainted profoundly with each,
Figure by figure they indite

The mortal lesson the muscles teach;
Form by form, circumscribe
The limits the limbs can reach.

To run, to leap, to spring and stride,
This figure with its members fixed
Geometry to undo my pride:

Another with its eyeballs taxed

Insanely stares at absences

But finds each eyeball has been boxed:

A third in speaking knows it says

No sound; a fourth chews air; and another's

Loins lack love's artifices.

Numberless countenances all brothers
To mine confront me at each turn
So that I am dead in the death of others
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